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brow, without perceiving that thorns are thickly 
set within the royal circlet ? Who has folded to 
to his bosom all that he desired of earth’s trea- 
sures, without feeling that bosom pierced witli 
thorns ? All that we enjoy in this life has its ac- 
companiment. The more intense the enjoyment 
the sharper the thorn ; and those who have de- 
scribed the inner workings of the human heart, 
have unfailingly touched upon this fact, with the 
melancholy sadness of truth. 

Far be it from one who would not unwittingly 
fall under the stigma of ingratitude, to disparage 
the nature of the number of earthly pleasures, — 
pleasures which are spread before us without price 
or limitation in our daily walk and in our nightly 
rest — pleasures which lie scattered around our 
path when we go forth upon the hills, or wander 
in the valleys, when we look up to the starry sky 
or down to the fruitful earth — pleasures which 
unite the human family in one bond of fellowship, 
surround us at our board, cheer us at our fire- 
side, smooth the couch on which we slumber — and 
even follow our wandering steps long, long after 
we have ceased to regard them with gratitude or 
joy. I speak of the wounds inflicted by these 
thorns, with a living consciousness of their poig- 
nancy and anguish ; because exquisite and dear 
as mere earthly pleasure may sometimes be, I 
would still contrast them with such as are not 
earthly* I would contrast the thorn and the 
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wound, the disappointment and the pain which 
accompany all such pleasures as are merely tem- 
poral, with the fulness of happiness, the peace 
and the crown accompanying those which are 
eternal. 

“ Author of beauty ! Spirit of power ! 

Thou that didst will that the Rose should be : 
Here is the place, and this the hour 
To seek thy presence and bow to thee 
Bright is the world with the sun’s first rays. 

Cool is the dew on the soft green sod. 

The Rose-tree blooms while the birds sing praise. 
And earth gives glory to nature’s God. 

“ Under this beautiful work of thine. 

The flowery boughs that are bending o’er 
The glistening turf to thy will divine, 

I kneel, and its maker and mine adore I 
Thou art around us, the robe of light 
Touches the gracefully waving tree. 

Turning to jewels the tears of night. 

And making the buds unfold to thee 

“ Thy name is marked in delicate lines 
On flower and leaf that deck the stem j 
Thy care is seen and thy wisdom shines 
In even the thorn that is guarding them. 

Now while the Rose that has burst her cup, 

Opens her heart and freely throws 
To me her odours, I offer up 
Thanks to the Being who made the Rose. 

The rose has been a favourite subject with the 
poets in all countries and in all ages ; and in my- 


